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SO MILLIONS \ 
-AN ARMY OF X 
MOON MULLINS \ 
FANS INHOVE ' 
FOLLOWED FRANK 
WILLARDS LAUGH- 
ABLE CHARACTER 
FOR YEARS IN 
THE PAILY NEWS- 
PAPERS.AHP CANT 4 
GET ENOUGH OF 
HIM! SO NOW 
COMES THE ANSWER 
TO SO MILLION PRAYERS -MOON IN HIS MAGAZINE 
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WITH KAYO UNCLE WILLIE -LORD PLUSH- 
BOTTOM — EMMY— MAMIE —the comic cut- 
ups WHO TICKLE AMERICA'S FUNNYBONEi THEY'RE ALL 
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<<IF she'd only come over and 
* visit!" wailed Mrs. Binks, 
looking out of the window. "Mrs. 
Snowden is a member of one of the 
oldest, swankiest families in so- 
ciety. And to think she's my new 

"Aw phooey!" Donald Binks 
couldn't understand his mother at 
all. "Who cares for that stuff any- 
how ? We're ha vin' ball practice out 
on the front lawn, mom. S'long!" 

Leaving his mother twittering 
about how stand-offish Mrs. Snow- 
den seemed to be, Don dashed out 
to meet the other guys. He was 
pitching that afternoon, and was 
determined to show off his new, 
fast curve. 

Curving his fingers lovingly 
around the ball, Don let loose with 
a fast pitch. Zoom! Zip! The ball 
shot through the air with the great- 
est of ease, gathering speed until 
. . . Crash! Right through the win- 
dow of Mrs. Snowden's living room 
went the pill, sending out a shower 
of glass splinters! 

"Uh-oh!" Donald Binks swallow- 
ed hard. Then, taking a deep 
breath, he marched towards Mrs. 
Snowden's house. "I gotta apol- 
ogize, fellas," he exclaimed. "It's 
the only manly thing ta do!" 

He ran up the front steps, tried 
the door and found it open. "Well, 
here goes!" thought Donald, walk- 
ing straight into the hallway — and 
straight into a large plant stand. 



Smash! Thud! A shower of flow- 
erpots poured down, covering the 
spic-and-span floor with clods of 
earth, falling blossoms, pieces of 
clay flowerpot! Mrs. Snowden's 
hallway was a battlefield! 

"And just what is the meaning 
of this?" a majestic voice inquired. 

Donald was down on his hands 
and knees trying to pick up the 
poor remains of the flower stand. 
Choking, he rose hastily and . . . 
wham! He bumped into Mrs. Snow- 
den, sending her off balance! 

"Who . . . are . . . you?" demand- 
ed Mrs. Snowden coldly, picking 
herself up off the floor. 

Again Donald took a deep breath. 
"I'm Donald Binks, ma'am, an' I 
live right next door and I . . ." 

"My window! My plants! My 
house!" Mrs. Snowden's face was 
as red as any geranium on the floor. 
"So, you vandal! You housebreak- 
er ! You little wretch !" 

Seething with fury, Mrs. Snow- 
den walked out of her house, 
marched like a soldier across her 
lawn and practically goose-stepped 
toward Donald Binks' house. 

Poor innocent Mrs. Binks watch- 
ed Mrs. Snowden's approach from 
her front window. "My!" she ex- 
claimed, clasping her hands to- 
gether happily. "Mrs. Snowden is 
coming to visit at last. Isn't that 
friendly!" 

As for Donald, the only thing he 
could say was . . . "Gulp!" 
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'T'HE crowd was having a super- 
special shindig down at the 
lake. The sun was hot, the water 
cool and blue and the raft, 
laden with guys and gals, bobbed 
gently up and down. 

Jimmy Briggs flexed his muscles, 
stretched his body taut and looked 
around to see whether the gang was 
ching him. "Hey, everybody," 
he yelled, "watch my jacknif e !" 

Up into the air he shot, folding 
his body so that his fingertips 
touched his toes. He split the water 
neatly,. came up again and grinned. 

"Guess I'm pretty terrific!" he 
boasted. "Hey, Danny, don't ya 

' h ya were as good as me?" 
)anny Hilton, the most retiring 
boy in the crowd, smiled. "You are 
ood, Jimmy," he said quietly. 

"Good? I'm sensational! Here, 
lemme show ya my swan dive!" 
Danny watched as Jimmy curved 
gracefully towards the lake again. 

"Too bad you're a minus-muscle- 
man!" Jimmy mocked Danny. 
"Why don'tcha take ten easy les- 
sons, Danny? With luck, you might 

Danny said nothing. He watched 
Jimmy jump into one of the canoes 
that was tied to the edge of the raft. 
Jimmy undid the rope and hoisted 
a paddle in his hand. 

"Now you're gonna see somethin' 
that's somethin'!" Jimmy didn't 
believe in being too modest. "I'll 
make this canoe do tricks. . . ." 



"You better take it easy, Jim- 
my," Danny tried to warn him, but 
Jim was too carried away by hia 
success. Paddling the canoe out 
into the lake, he tried to stand up 
straight in the frail birch. 

"Look at me . . ." he yelled. And 
then it happened ! In one swift up- 
set, the canoe tilted, spilled Jimmy 
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loaned Jimmy, 
betore consciousness left him. 

Before the gang could tell what 
was happening, Danny Hilton 
dived into the lake and plowed 
through the water toward Jimmy. 

"I hope I remember what the 
book says!" Danny breathed, as he 
seized Jimmy's hair and started 
back. Maybe it wasn't the most 
graceful swimming, but Danny Hil- 
ton got Jimmy onto the raft. 

"Artificial respiration!" Danny 
muttered, straddling Jimmy's 
prone figure. "I cup my hands and 

three " 

A few minutes later, Jimmy 
Briggs opened his eyes. "What . . . 
what happened?" he asked weakly, 
and then his memory returned. "I 
. . . went under an' someone pulled 
me out! Someone . . . Danny! Dan- 

Although Danny Hilton said 
nothing, Jim understood. "Guess I 
learned a lesson," he grinned warm- 
ly, "even if my face is awful red!" 
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